188            LETTERS  OF  BOS WELL

back to London on Wednesday.    I must eat Commons
in the Inner Temple this week and next, to make out
another Term, that I may still be approximating to the
English Bar, and the week after I must go to Scotland.
My two jaunts this year from London have not left
me time to be with you at Mamhead, which, upon my
honour, I regret; for you may be sure that it is the
truest happiness to me to enjoy the conversation of my
most intimate friend, to walk in serene gaiety of heart
and mind with you, and to refresh my best dispositions
by  social  intercourse   with  you.    You   and  I  have
attained to the perfection of friendship : we have no
competition or vanity mixed  with   our  intercourse.
Since  you  cannot  come  to  London,   we   must   be
contented to wait till next year for another meeting ;
but ^t us write more frequently, I shall gladly give all
the assistance I can in ushering your volumes into the
world.    Will you send them up ?    I should think you
had better agree as to one edition, and see how they
succeed: but why not put your name to them, since
you think they will do you credit, for how can you get
credit for what is anonymous ? *

The political disquisitions were a collection by a Mr.
Burgh, master of an academy at Newington Green,
where I have dined with him ; he was a Scotsman, a
cousin-german of Dr. Robertson's, the historian, and
a discontented Whig ; he died not long ago. This
collection is much valued by your republican reformers.
It: is quite adverse to my gentlemanly system. I don't
know but you have spoken too highly of Gibbon's
book; the Dean of Deny, who is of our Club as well
as Gibbon, talks of answering it. I think it is right
"that as fast as infidel wasps or venomous insects,

* As to what was the proposed publication here referred to, see
pp. 194,198.                                                                        >